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Here it is Boys and Giils. THE AMERICAN RANGER GLOWLIGHT that 
works without BULBS OR BATTERIES- It GLOWS IN THE DARK and you 
can SPOT different objects. Its MYSTERY GLOW is soft and faint so the 
enemy can't see you at great distances. You can give SEMAPHORE and 
MORSE CODE SIGNALS in the dark and have lots of fun. It takes but a 
few minutes to assemble. Complete instructions with each Glowlight. Be 
the first in your neighborhood to get one. SO HURRY, SEND for YOURS 
TODAY. SI. CO FOR ONE; TWO FOR S1.75. 



GLOWLIGHT CO. HIS. Market St. Chicago 6, III. 




6, III. 

Please Send Al Once THE AMERICAN MUUEB GLOW- 5 
LIGHT with MORSE CODE and SEMAPHORE ALPHABET ■ 
CHART. On arrival I will pay poslman £1.00 plus taw a 
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Crown Comics Foil Edition, Volume 
South Deorborn Street, Chieogo 5, 
In U. S. A. Copyright 1945 by Golf! 




HOURS LATE^M/CKEV *S 
HEAPEPf&R tVHATAPPZAREP 
72? 3E ANOTHER BOA T, 0UTAS 
PAWAt 0ff£AX r $,TH£ B&A1 'TORMl. 
OUT W0E TREES GMANtSlANL 



EY.HAUST£P,Mfefir£y APPROA- 
CHES THE /SLAN& AS H/S 
BOAT/S GROUtf&EP 0# A 
CORAL R'EEF. THEV 3W/A4 
FOR- SHORE. 




MICI«kY £XPArtpip HIS Cues T 
ANO STOMACH lAIHItf Be/NS 

Tteeay me natives, mexe- 

FOP. WHCN He f?fi.AXCP THf 

Rope was Loose e/fouen m 
f*re Himeie amp slipawk/. 




Micxev cups a /air coconut 
weu. 01/epA wHOLe coconut 

WH/SiAPAHPOU/C/flfeWA/CS 
0QTH FOPVMPP INTO vtetv. 
THFN. WITHAiLFISNT'OF - 
HANOPPLIS THE VJHOLf COCO- 
NUT OUT OP TNe SHCU,MAKINS 
IT APPeAPAS TWO COCONUTS. 

T/nxy.HiepeN aeLow the pock 

0P/NOS THe COCONUTS TO 
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i repeating the pRocEeajRE each 
7?M£ WITH 'Pt?eST0:MfCK£7 
7W0WS ON£ COCGNOT AFTE* AN- 
OTH£ff 7» TH£ WITCH P0C7&KWH0 
tS VCfi?YA4tK:H.FJ?/GWT£-AtE00*t 
THt£ WHIT£BOV WHO MAKES 



THE MYSTERIOUS COCONUTS ARE 
tARRIEPAWAI 09 THE WITCH 
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PILOT TO CREW/SMOKE 
SIGNAL OFF STARBOARD- 
M1GHTBEOUR. MEM- 
GOING POlVN FOfZ A 
LOOK-HANG ON]/ 




TH£PlAN£ LAMPS, •TH£C#eW C0MZ6 
AUWKE AM6> &/?£e7M<?S APS /A/ 
0P0£P. Ttff C0L OA/££. T£L L S #/5 
570/?y--Al50TM/iT7}f£/?E/S A 
JAP PATtfaL 0/V T#£ /SLAA/P. #£ 
T&.LS Ttf£fifA306>TA>//£fi'eY~- 
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THE PLficE: CONEY ISLAND. . (HEY YOU ' I FFTI *) 
THE TIME: KEU-Y'S CKV OFF. ■ KPT m/Jvi £?, J 




i look a at 
vou. . right 
Away i 
me. ha! that'sa i 

LEETte KELLY J 




Z-I WASN'T GOING T<y 
BUY IT ANYWA~Y.' 
I'LL. TAKF THAT 
& 2S.OO GOWN 
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YOU'D never think that The Kid was a prize 
fighter. He looked like anything but a 
pug. You might think that maybe he was 
a choir boy. You don't look for a smooth baby 
face, crinkly blonde hair, and wide blue eyes on 
a leather pusher 

But The Kid was a fighter, and a darned good 
one. His rapier-like left, and his sharp, choppy 
right crosses were dynamite. His effortless 
footwork, and his fine timing made him feared 
by his opponents. With the fans, his trademark 
was a million dollar smile. Round after round 
he'd come out of his corner with his handsome 
face lit up in. a white toothed smile. The Kid 
was strictly a fancy dan. And the fans loved 
it, especially the ladies. 

Every time he would be billed at the Colise- 
um, St. Nick's or the Garden, the girls would 
turn out to root for him. The way they'd greet 
mnii with squeals and screeches, would make 
you think that "The Voice" was crooning a 
swoon tune. 

But he had one major fault. He didn't have 
the killer instinct. Whenever his cascading fists 
would have an opponent groggy, he didn't close 
in with the hay maker. In fact, The Kid had a 
powder puff punch. He just couldn't or wouldn't 
try for kayoes. 

He had run up a string of impressive victories. 
Very few of his fights ever ended with The Kid's 
hair getting mussed. The other boys scarcely 
ever laid a glove on him. He was that clever. 
His long, lean body was as agile as a cat's. He'd 
fight easily, never getting rattled or flustered, 
and that flicking left would soon torment the 
other man until it drove him nuts. And The 
Kid would tipper -tapper himself to another win 
amid the squeals and howls of his feminine ad- 
mirers. 

Once I asked him what he was looking for 
when he stared at the man whom he would fight. 

The Kid said, "Something I want to find." 
Then he turned his back on me and went on 
punching the bag. 



HE WAS hard to know. He'd never talk 
much. AH we knew about him was that he 
lived with his crippled mother, and that 
he was her sole support. He lived a clean life, 
and although he liked to be the center of atten- 
tion, it never went to his head. 

I was the boy's second through a lot of fights. 
I sat in his corner, gave him advice between the 
rounds, pleaded with him to put the other guy 
away, and wondered what lay behind that 
pleasant smile. 

One thing I did notice, and it stuck in my 
mind. He'd always look his opponent in the 
face when they went out in the center of the 
ring for the referee's instruction. He'd stare for 
a moment as though searching for something in 
the other's face. For that brief • moment, The 
Kid's eyes would be hard and brittle. His 
mouth, unsmiling, would become a grim line. 
His baby face would turn into a mask of hate. 
Then it would be gone in a Rash. His boyish 
smile would spread, and once more he'd look 
like a choir boy, full of youth and innocence. 

He was one of a string of lightweights owned 
by Robin Mulrooney. With the other scrap- 
pers he did his training at Mulrooney's big farm. 
***** 

MULROONEY had big hopes for The Kid. 
He kind of hoped that he would make a 
champ out of the lad. But first he would 
have to prove that he was more than a fancy 
fighter. He'd have to prove that he could punch. 
1 knew that the boy had a terrific punch. He 
packed dynamite in both fists. But he wouldn't 
show it in the ring. 

"Kid," I pleaded with him, "you can punch. 
What are you saving it for?" 

"I know for what," was his answer. 
We booked a lot of fights for The Kid. He 
was eager to make dough, and he turned down 
nothing. One night he'd fight in the Garden 
and the next at some tank town club. Once he 
told me that he wanted to make the dough for 
an operation on his mother; Always it was the 
same story. He'd study his opponent's face, 
dance around him, smother him with flying 
leather, and win another easy victory. Always 
smiling, always holding back the knockout 
punch. The punch he was saving. 

Our schedule called for him to do a series of 
bouts in some Pennsylvania tank towns. Towns 
where a classy scrapper like The Kid had no 
business showing. But he was after the long 
green, and Mulrooney knew what the lad wanted 
the money for, so he didn't say ho. 

***** 
ELL, we pulled into a little fight club on 
the outskirts of Scranton. The dress- 
ing rooms were dingy and dirty. It was 
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it was the same expression I had seen flit across 
the boy's face many times. But this time it 
didn't disappear. 

As the two fighters came together in the cen- 
ter of the ring. The Kid didn't take his eyes 
from the other's brutal face. They touched 
gloves, and at the bell, rny boy went out like a 
cyclone. His gloves whipped through the air 
j so fast that your eyes couldn't follow them. He 
battered Russel mercilessly. 

The older man tried to stem the tide, but The 
Kid's fists thudded their tatoo on his face and 
body. The crowd went wild. I was surprised. 
This was not the way The Kid fought. Then I 
saw his face. Cold vicious hatred was written 
on it. He was not smiling. His boyish face was 
a mask of fury. Mercilessly he pounded away. 
His blows were cruel and powerful. The Sailor's 
head rocked crazily under the impact. His knees 
buckled and his eyes went glassy. Still The Kid 
pounded and pounded until he was covered with 
Russet's blood. He pushed Russel against the 
ropes, and holding him upright with his left 
hand slugged him again and again with his 
right. The astonished referee tried to break in, 
but The Kid pushed him aside. He punched 
and pounded until the Sailor fell heavily to the 
canvas . The blood-thirsty crowd was satisfied. 
It had seen enough blood A count wasn't n^es- 
sary. Sailor was out. 

* * * * * 

THEY carried Sailor away, a limp, quivering 
mass of flesh. He was completely beaten. 
The Kid. his face soft and smiling again 
walked jauntily to the dressing room. I followed 
him. 

"Kid", I said, "I ain't never seen you like this. 
What happened? You almost killed that guy." 

"I don't care if I did," he said, "he needs kill- 
ing." 

"Do you know him?" 

"Know him. I ought to. He's my brother. 
Ten years ago, he ran away from home. I was 
a kid then. But before he ran away— he—." 
The Kid stopped and looked at me. "He cleaned 
out Mom's rent money. She caught him and 
when she tried -to stop him, he knocked her 
down. She's been a cripple ever since. He did 
something to her spine. I swore that I'd pay 
him back. You see I knew he was a fighter. I 
knew that some day I'd meet him. That's why 
I never tried for kayoes. I don't like fighting— 
but with him it was different I. swore I'd get 
him." 

The Kid smiled at me, and walked into the 
shower. He was a strange guy. You'd never 
think he belonged in the fight game, with that 
sweet smile and that baby face. 
THE END 



a rotten club. The Kid looked out of place in 
the dismal dressing room. But without a word 
he got into his fight togs. Straddling a bench, 
he held his hands out for me to bandage them. 
I was busy doing that, when somebody rapped 
on the door. I yelled for whoever it was to come 
in. A big fat man smoktng-a chewed up cigar 
walked into the dressing (earn.- We both looked . 
at him. The man pushed a beat up old felt hat" 
on the back of his head and spoke: 

"I'm Nat Robinson, what runs this club. I 
got sometin' ta ast you guys. Itsa favor." His 
voice was raspy, like a record when the phono- 
graph needle needs changing. 

"What?" Tasked, continuing with the band- 
ages. 

"Well, Wildcat Peters, what was supposed to 
fight yer boy can't fight. He busted a mitt. So 
I wanta put in a sub." He paused, knowing well 
that he had to give us at least 24 hours notice, 
according to the boxing laws before making a 
substitution. 

"Who do you have in mind?" I queried. 

"Sailor Russel." Robinson removed the cigar 
and looked at me. 

■ I knew that Sailor Russel was an old-trmer, 
with a long unsavory record of dirty fighting. 
He'd had his license revoked more than once. 
He thought nothing of gouging, or butting. But 
before I could say anything, The Kid spoke up^ 

"I don't care who I fight. I want to fight to- 
night, and I want my money." 

"You'll get yer dough, Kid" Robinson put the 
cigar back in his mouth and walked out. 

I tried to tell The Kid that he would have his 
hands full with Russel. 

"He's dirty. He can punch like a mule. He 
might hurt you. You know you don't have to go 
ahead with this," I argued, 

The Kid smiled at me . I knew he had his 
mind made up, and that was that. 

PRETTY soon it was fight time. We walked 
up the rickety stairs into the arena. The 
club was' filled with smoke. Everywhere 
men packed the seats of the dingy fight arena. 
It was a far cry from the swank of the Garden. 

The Kid smiled, and as he stood in his corner 
he seemed more out of place than ever in the 
blue smoke haze of the arc lights. A roar went 
up from raucous, husky throats as Sailor Russel 
shuffled.into the ring. He was a solid, well built 
man with a pug's face. Battered nose, cauli- 
flower ears, and pig eyes marked him with the 
stamp of his profession. 

I was talking to The Kid when he saw Russel. 
His whole body tensed. I could feel his muscles 
go taut under my fingers. His eyes pin-pointed 
into slits of hate. His mouth grew thin, cruel. 
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^ENLARGEMENT 

Just fo Get Acquainted We Wilt Beautifully Enlarge Your 
.Favorite Snapshot, Photo, Kodak Picture, Print or Negative 
to 5 x 7 Inches If You Enclose the Coupon 
and a 3 Cent Stamp tor Return Moiling! . 
Everyone admires pictures in natural" 

\y they looked STAMP 
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jour favorite snapshot, i. 

, ...8 and send to DEAN STUDIOS, Dopt.1350, 211 W. 7th St., 
' Des Moines, Iowa. 
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Color of Hair 


Address 
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;o)ored enlargements: Think of hav. 
nd features you love are more life-like and natural. 

million men and women have sent us their 

Lpshots and pictures for enlarging. Thousands write us 
they also enjoy their remarkably true-to-life, natural 
irgements we have sent them in handsome black and 
" ;old frames. .-. 

given a wonderful opportunity to receive a 

Eeauuiui enlargement of your cherished snapshot, photo or Kodak picture. 
Please include the color of hair and eyes and get our new bargain offer 
giving you your choice of handsome frames with a second enlargement 
beautifully hand tinted in natural lifelike oil colors and sent on approval. 
Your original is returned with your enlargement. This amazing enlarge- 
ment offer is our way of Retting acquainted and letting you know the 
quality of our work. Send today as supplies- are limited. 
DEAN STUDIOS, Dept.1359, 2T1 W. 7th St., Des Moines. Iowa 
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POWERFUL 

TELESCOPE 

GIVEN for 

selling 5 boxes 
of 1 order. 



Pick out the gift you want 
' from the articles shown or from 
! big gift circular included with — ■*«, &m m jm 
your first &K W^lAfT 

' Send No Money Now. Do like thou- 
sands of others do and get cash 
or valuable gifts such as bill- 
folds, scissors, games, braee- 
TEA- X. lets, rings, lockets, jewelry, 
SPOONS ;;\. hosiery, and other pre- 
miums that are easily 
yours. Simply send 
pon and tell 
us what gift you 
would like to earn. 
The gift you select 
is given to you 
promptly and sent 
postpaid for selling 
just a few boxes of 
nationally known 
"Gold Crown Spot Remover 
and Cleaner" at 25c each 
and returning the money 
" icted as explained 

cataloK sent with yc 

luable gift. Re- 



Enclose this coupon in an envelope or paste it 

on a postcard and send it to GOLD CROWN 

PRODUCTS, Dept.E-560 , Jefferson, Iowa, for 

I order t> 



nntflt. Resolution 

■:-■■'■ ■ ■:;: . :■■:■' ,■: /,.. :;l : : ;:./ 

■'::■" '■■*'■'■'■•::■:■: :■■;"• .-; .-.:.. .,■ ■ ... .■■ :;.-.. 



GOLD CROW'. . ...j-sw. „„„,. „, ,„. { _^» ;: _ __■_ : _- • "-;'•■'■- _■__■_■_ ■_ j 



Boys! Sportsman! Sensational New Wrist Type 

Uimiiioiis Dial COMPASS 



Here Are The Features That Make This The 
Greatest Compass "Buy" In All America! 

• Airplane Type "Sealed In Lipid" Unbreakable Compass 

• Shatterproof, Shockprobl, Waterproof Construction 

• Luminous "See In The Dark" Dial 

• Withstands Heat, Will Not Freeze 

• Latest Type Plastic Case 

• Shows Degrees In 
All Directions 

• Newest Wrist 
Style Design 

• Genuine 
Leather 
Strap 




$198 
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Includes Genuine 
Leather Wrist Strap 




Here Is The Low Priced Quality Compass 
That Everyone Has Been Waiting For! 

Here's the compass all America has been waiting 
tor. It s similar in construction to the liquid type 
Airplane and pocket compass used by the U. S. Air 
Corps. What a compass this is! It's shock-proof! 
Water-proof! Precision perfect! Made to give su- 
perior performance under any and all climatic I 
ditions. Will not freeze at even 40° below / 
WoVks perfectly under a blazing sun. The 1 
compass for everyone— Boy Scouts, hunters fi| 
men, hikers, campers, motorists, and all sports lofers. 
Ihis newest, wrist watch style, luminous, Plastic 
Compass, sealed air-tight in liquid, is ready to accu- 
rately d.rect your movements all hours of the day or night. 
k"bl ' ::V!ii Thi " k ° f iH V "" 






vith smartly styled i 



v price of only $1.98, 



FOR BOY SCOUTS 



Use It for 10 Full Days On Our Money Back Guarantee! 

EXAMINE FOR 10 DAYS AT OUR RISK 

fisw'Sn*'"'';; C ° m P as \ witl ? y° u when you go on hikes, on camping or 
Y„, • f f ,?;,, ^ U " J ° r b ° atmg ""^sions. bicycling, or horseback riding. 
You 11 find there s nothing as important and useful to you as a good comnass 
when you need it. At this low price, every man anofboy shouM hav™ tnis 
couoo^fo U PaSS ' SE ^ D N ° M ° NE ^ ! J»« rush your order on .he' 
oostTe cij; P °" arnVaI ' P f y P ° Stn,an ° n, y $L98 C ' ° D ' P' us fe » «"" 
nXlSd T.?" ° Ur no - risk - m °"=y-back-guarantee. If not thrilled and 
delighted with the way ,t looks and performs, return the compass within 
retund your money in full. 



10 days and we'll 




LUMINOUS DIAL 
MAKES COMPASS 
READABLE ST 
DAY OR NIGHT! 

how dark 
r how Far 

iliar land- 



SEND NO MONEY— RUSH THIS COUPON! 



ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dep(,206 

500 N. Dearborn St., Chicago ID, III. 

Gentlemen: Hush me tho Wrist Watch-Type PLASTIC COMPASS ■■ 

(ir'=cniw.j ah.-.i-f on your i;o-rr-.k 10 day Money Back GuarantEo Offer. I 
will pay postman only SI. 98 plus postaco ru irr ,L v.]0, ■::<■ uii..l-:-- f :. ■.-,■■:■:'.!!.:■ 
that If I nm pel completely salisficd I can rclurn It within 10 days (or 



FOR HUNTING 



NAME 

ADDRESS . 



CITY STATE * 

□ \ enclose 11.93 In advance with my order. Send tho Plastic J 
Compass lo me all postage charges prepaid. 



